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Th» Hymns are given in the same order in the following 
reprint as in the preceding smaller edition, in order In 
prevent contusion with the corresponding volume of wmM 
adapted to it. The feature of novelty in the present edltloa 
is the addition of a select number of fresh Hymns that 
have become popular ted Well fcn dyrh 
Dm Hymns contained in -this collection are, With but tow 
exceptions, the production of living Catholic authors, and 
a large proportion of them are original. The tew Hymns 
to which no author's name is affixed have been selected 
1 from different Catholic Hymn-books in nse in the dioceses 
of the Itaited States of America. These have been care* 
fully revised, and in some instances cast into almost aft 
entirely new form. One or two well-known hymns by Father 
fraber have, with the author's permission, been varied 
slightly, for the sake of the tune, from the original text. 
The iiymns fdr ” The Assumption," “ Hay Jesus Christ b4 
praised!" "Divine Grace," " The Last Farewell," ooma 
from the pen of the Rev. Father CaswaQ, and the “ Hymn, 
for the Month of May " from the pen of Dr. Newman. The 
Editorsalso feel a pleasure in being allowed to add, that 
the poCms of this collection, and also of the CAthoIM 
Sacred Songs, signed “ Sister if. J." in the table of content* 
are due to the talent tod piety of a mamlw of the Coavwat 
brWstwlW Mercy, of Charierille, in the;Oottirty W Cotk. 


Digitized by 


Google 



TABLE OF CONTENTS. 

In Alphabetical order, referring to the Title of each Sga m* 


A Child's Hymn to the Blessed Virgin . . . . C.M.O. 

Advent Hymn QaewaU. 

An Evening Hymn to the Blessed Virgin . . . 


Christmas Hymn, I. . 
Christmas Hymn, II. 
Come, O Creator Spirit 

Divine Grace . . . . 
pi vine Providence . • 


Ottneatt. 
C.M.O . 


Easter Hymn, I. 
Easter Hymn, If. 
Evening Hymn. . 


M.L. 


OancalC 


Faith of our fathers Faber. 

"^aith of our lathers (for Ireland) ...... Taber. 

Feast of Corpus Christi Caevnd h 

Feast of the Annunciation of B. V. M. ... OancaU. 
Feast of the Ascension VaetcaU. 

Feast of the Assumption of B. V. M. .... Caeteatt. 
Feast of the Immaculate Conception . . . . C.M.C. 

Feast of the most Sacred Heart CemeatL 


Gratitude for the early knowledge of God . 8ieter M. /. 


Hail, holy Joseph, hail 

Hall, Queen of Heaven . 

Hall, thou Star of Ocean. 

Hail to Thee 

Holy Innocents 

Hymn before the Image of Mary . . . 
Hymn for Good Friday ....... 

Hymn for Pentecost . . . .. t . • • 

Hymn for the Epiphany . 

Hymn for the month of May 

Hymn of St. Francis Xavier 

Hymn of Thanksgiving, Ac., I. . . • 
Hymn of Thanksgiving, 4c., II. . . . 
Hymn to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament 
Hymn to the Blessed 8acramJHt • • . 
Hymn to the Good Shepherd. • • • • . 


Faber. 

’8XZ&; 

Caetcall. 
Caetcall. 
CastcaU. 
Contrail. 
Caetcall . , 
Caetcall. 
Newman. 
Caetcall. 

C.M.C. 

Taber. 

M.lk 


«SS«CMmC.S*SSSS 8 588 55588 .55 88 S.. 8.8? 



MMX, 


yr 


Hymn to tho Precious Blood . . , . 

Hymn to tho Sacred Heart 

Hymn to the Sacred "Wounds. .... 
Hymn to the Seven Dolours of B. Y . M 


Na 

CantHtU. 4t 
Cat-wall. 47 
Faber. 48 
Canoall. Si 


IS e'er my heart in riper years Sitter If. J. 41 


Li tiny of the Birth of Jesus C. M. C. 80 

Litany of the Childhood of Jesus C. M. C. 81 

Litany of the Passion of Jesus C M. C. 82 

Litany of the Resurrection of Jesus C. U- O. 33 


Hay Jesus Christ be praised Caewall. 84 

Horning Hymn Ctuwall. 1 

Mother of Almighty God Ctuwall. 51 

Hother of Mercy. Faber. 86 

Mother of our Lord Canoall. 58 


Ring, Sing, ye Angel Bands 

8tar of Jacob 

St. Aloysius 

St. Anne, mother of B. V. M. 
St. Teresa 


. • . Faber. 50 

. . Caewall. 53 

. . Caewall. 20 

. . C M. C. 18 
. . . Caewall. 18 

Father Edgar. 22 


The last farewell 

The Help of Christians 
The Holy Angel Guardian . 
Tho Holy Name of Jesus . 


, Caewall. 38 
Caewall. 58 
. Sitter M. J. 21 

g 


Mtnne, suitable for this collection of Hymns/ may be 
bad in a separate 4to Volume, “Catholic Hymns,” &c* 
arranged for Singing in Parts and for the Organ, with 
the words, in foil. Price 2s. to. 





HYMNS 


FOB 

MORNING ANP EVENING, 


1. Hgrnn. 

Now dqtii the sun ascend the sky, 

And wake ereatiou with its ray - : , 

Bo present with ns, Lord most high, 
Through all the actions of the flay. 

Create in us a heart sincere, * - 

Simplicity of word and will ; 

And may the morn, so pure, so cleft*. 

Its own sweet calm in us instil. 

Keep us, eternal Lord, this day, 
jfrom every sinful passion free; 

Grant us in all we do and say, 

In all our thoughts, to honour Thee. 

For all day long on heaven’s high tower 
There stands Thy sentinel, who spies 

Onr every action hour by hour, 

From early dawn till daylight dies 
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So when the evening stars appear, 

And in their train the darkness bring 
May we, O Lord, with conscience clear 
To Thee our grateful praises sing 


2. lEbentng flfgmit* 

O Loan of perfect purity, 

Who dost the world with light adorn* 

And paint the fields of azure sky 
With lovely hues of eve and mom • 

Upon our fainting souls distil 
The grace of Thy celestial dew; 

Let no fresh snare to sin beguile, 

No former sin revive anew 

Keep Thou our souls from schemes of crime, 
No guilt remorseful let them know; 

Nor, tmnking but on things of time, 

Into eternal darkness go 

Teach us to knock at heaVn s high door; 

Teaoh us the prize of life to win ; 

Teach us all evil to abhor, 

And purify ourselves within. 

Be Thou our guide, beiThou our goal, . 

Be Thou our pathway to the skies 
Our joy when sorrow fills the soul, 

In death our everlasting prize. 
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3, aiUbtnt 

Creator of the starry frame. 

Eternal light of all who live; 

Jesu, Redeemer of mankind, 

An ear to Thy poor suppliants give. 

When man, o’erwhelm’d in sin and death, 
Was wholly lost in Satan’s snare, 

Love brought Thee down to cure our ills, 

By taking of those ills a share. 

Tliy love for guilty men it was 

That caused Thy sacred blood to flow; 

When issuing from Thy virgin shrine, r , . 
Thou didst to death a victim go. * 

Great Judge of all, in that last day ' :: 
When friends shall fail and foes combine, 

Look down in pity then, we pray, * 

And guard us w ith Thine arm divine* 
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To God the Father and the Son 
All praise and power and glory be, 
With Thee, 0 sacred Paraclete, 

Both now and through eternity 


4. C&rtetma* 

« 

Sino, my tongue, the Savinura gloary, 

Sing with joy and holy mirth ; 

Tell aloud the famous story 
Of His spotless virgin birth ; 

How He comes, an infant stranger, 

Here to dwell with us on earth. 

Now the long-expected fulness 
Of the sacred time draws nigh ; 

Now for us the Word eternal 
Leaves His Father’s throne on high * 
From a virgin’s womb appearing, 

Clot^i’d in our mortality. 

All within a lowly manger. 

Lb. a helpless Babe He lies; 

See, His gentle virgin Mother 
Lull to sleep His infant cries, 

While the limbs of God incarnate 
Bound with swathing hands she ties 

Blessing, honour everlasting 
To th r immortal Deity; 

To the Fatter, Son, mi Spirit* 

JSfnal adoration be. 

• Praised he Thou through earth mi hfttyep* 
Sempiternal Unity . 
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5. Gtoristtwit . i 



See amid the winter’s snow, 

Bom for us on earth below,, '-nir 
See. the tender Lamb appears, v 
Promis’d from eternal yeara. 

Hail, thou, ewt blessed mom ! 

Hail, redemption’s happy dawn : 
Sing through all Jerusalem, 

Christ is bom in Bethlehem ! 

Lo, within a manger lies 
He who built the starry skies ; 

He who, thron’d in height sublime, * * 
Sits amid the cherubim ‘ * ^ 

. Hail, &c. ... 

“ Say, ye holy shepherds, say 
What your joyful news to-day ? 
Wherefore have ye left your sheep 
On the lonely mountain stoop V ? 

Hail, &c. i 

H As we ; watch’d at dead of night/' 

Lo ! we saw a wondrous light ; 

Angels singing, * Peace on ea?&*' 

Told us of the Saviour’s birth.*' v 
Hail, «fcc. . ; 

Sacred Infant! all divine! 

What a tender love was Thine, • 

Thus to come from highest bliss 
Down to such a world as ibis ! 7/ 

Hail, &c. v 
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Teach, oh, teach us, holy Child, 
By Thy face so meek and mild ; 
Teach us to resemble thee 
In Thy sweet humility. 

Hail, &<?. 

Virgin Mother ! Mary blest! 

By the joys that fill thy breast. 
Pray for us, that we may prove 
Worthy of the Saviour's love 
Hail, &o. 


f|olg Innocent*. 

Lovely flowers of martyrs, hail ! 
Smitten by the tyrant foe, 

On life’s threshold, — as the gale 
Strews the roses ere they blow. 

First to die for Christ — sweet lambs, 
At the very altar ye, 

With your fatal crowns and palms. 
Sport in your simplicity. 

Yet is Herod’s wrath in vain, 
Though a thousand babes he slay; 

Christ, amid a thousand slain, 

Is in safety borne away. 

Honour, virtue, glory, merit, .■ 

Be to thee, 0 Virgin’s Son, ^ t 

With the Father and the Spirit* < f 
While eternal ages run. 


OATH0UO HYMNS. 1$ 

V* tor t&e £p(pt>anp. 

Bethlehem, of noblest cities 
None can once with thee compare. 
Thou alone the Lord from heaven 
Didst 'for us incarnate bear. 

Fairer than the beam of morning 
Was the star that told His birth, 

To the lands their God announcing, 
Hid beneath a form of earth. 

By its lambent beauty guided. 

See the Eastern kings appear; 

See them bend their gifts to offer, 
Purest incense, gold, and myrrh. 
Sacred gifts of mystic meaning ; 

Incense doth the God disclose, 

Gold a royal child proclaimeth. 

Myrrh a future tomb fbreshews. 

Holy Jesu, in Thy brightness 
To the Gentile world reveal’d. 

Still to babes Thyself disclosing, 

Ever from the proud conceal’d ; 
Honour, glory, virtue, merit, 

Be to Thee, 0 Virgin’s Son, 

With the Father and the Spirit, 

Wliile eternal ages run. 


8* CD* ?^oI S name of 

Jesu, the very thought of Thee 
With sweetness fills my breast ; 
But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest m ; 
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Nor voice odti sing, nor hdart can fram^* 
Nor can the memory find 

A sweeter souhd than Thy blest Name, 

0 Saviour of mankind. 

0, Jesu, Thou the beauty art 
Of angel worlds above; 

Tfrv Name is music to the heart. 
Enchanting it with love. 

O hope of every contrite soul, 

O joy of all the meek, 

How land art Thou to those who fall, 

How good to those who seek! 

Bufwhat to those who find? ah, this 
Nor tongue nor pen can shew: 

The love of Jesus, what it is, 

None bht His lov’d ones know. • 

0 Jesu, spotless Virgin flower, 

Our life, our joy, to Thee 

BepraieO, beatitude, and power 
Iteddgh all eternity. 


9. Sgnw for ffloob ifrttag. , 

O’erwh^lm’d in depths bf woe, 
With racking tmgmsh tom, 

Behold the Saviour ofmafckiiid 
Upon the tree of scorn. 

See how the nails those hands 
AM Ifeet so tehder rend; 

See do#n His fhee and fcebk and breast 
His sahTbd blood descend; 



bkimm itfim. 


tt 


Hark tfitfe awftil <*y 
Ho yields His parting bfl&alM 
That ery It Steeps His inolhePs’SWlt 
As in a Swoon of dearth. 

The sun withdraws his beam, 

The mid-day heav’ns grow pale* 

The moon, the stars, the universe, 

Their Maker’s death bewail. 

Shall man alone be mute, 

Amidst adoring spheres ? 

Come, oM And young, come* rich and poor, 
And bathe those feet in tears 
Come kneel before His Cross, 

Who shed for us His blood ; 

Who died the victim of pure love, 

To make us sons of God. - 

10i ©agtn flgmm 

(i.) 

Victimce PaschaK Iaudes; 

Christ the Lord is ris’n to-day : 
Christians, haste your vows to pay; 

Offer ye your pr&ises meet J 

At the Paschal Victim’s feet. 

For the sheep the Lamb hath hied, 
Sinless in the sinner's stead; 

Christ the Lord is ris’n oh high. 

Now He iives no moire to die. / ’ 

Christ, the victim undefil’d, 

Man to God hath reconcil’d ; ' . 

Whilst in strange and awfhl Strife 
Met together Defetth and Ti&. - 
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Christiaas, on this happy day 
Haste with joy your vows to pay; 
Christ the Lord is ris’n on high, 
Now He lives no more to die. 

Say, O wond’ring Mary, say, 

What thou sawest on thy way? 

“ I beheld, where Christ had lain, 
Empty tomb and angels twain ; 

I beheld the glory bright 
Of the rising Lord of light: 
Christ my hope is ris’n again, 

Now He lives, and lives to reign.** 

Christ, who once for sinners bled, 

Now the firstborn from the dead, 
Thron’d in endless might and power, 
Lives and reigns for evermore. 

Hail, eternal hope on high ! 

Hail, Thou King of victory! 

Hail, Thou Prince of life ador’d! 
Help and save us, gracious Lord ! 


11. £jgmn, 

. . (n.) 

Ofilii etfilice. 

Ye sons and daughters of the Lord! 
The King of glonr, King ador'd, ; 
This day Himself from death restor’d 

All in the early morning grey 
Went holy women on their way, 

To see the tomb where Jesus lay. 
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Of spices pure a precious store 
In their pure hands those women bore, 

To anoint the sacred Body o’er. 

Then straightway one in white they seo. 
Who saith, “ The Lord is ris’n, and He 
Precedes you into Galilee.” 

This told they Peter, told they John, 

Who forthwith to the tomb are gone, 

But Peter is by John outrun. 

That selfsame night, while out of fear 
The doors were shut, their Lord most deal 
To His Apostles did appear. 

But Thomas, when of this he heard, 

Was doubtful of his brethren’s word; 
Wherefore again there comes the Lord 

44 Thomas, behold my side,” saith He; 

44 Mv hands, my feet, my body see, 

And doubt not, but believe in me ” 

When Thomas saw that wounded side, 

The truth no longer he denied ; 

"Thou art my Lord and God!” he cried. 

Oh blest are they who have not seen 
Their Loid, and yet believe in Him \ 
Eternal life awaiteth them. 

. ^ UB praise the Lord most high, 

And stride His name to magnify 
On this great day through earth and sky* 
Whose ihercy ever runneth o’er; 

Whmn men and angel hosts adore; 

To Him be glory evermore. 


V 
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12. JFfa^t of tjje &*wt$rton; ' : ' 

O thou eternal King most high, * * 

Who didst the world redeem,; 

And conquering death and hell, receive // 
A dignity supreme : . . 

This day. beheld Thee through the place 
To Thy bright throne ascend; 

Thenceforth to reign in sovereign power, . 
And glory without end. 

There, seated in Thy majesty, 

To Thee submissive bow 
The spacious earth, the highest heaven, 

The depths of hell below. 

With trembling there the angels see . 

The chang’d estate of men ; 

The flesh which sinn’d by Flesh redepihd, 
And Man o’er serapts reign. . 

There, waiting for Thy faithful souls. 

Be Thou to us, O Ford, 

Our peerless joy while here we stay. 

In heaVn our great reward. 


13 . J&gmn for ^entecosrt, r ^ 

Holy Spirit, Lord of light, - * • - [ •• h i < A 
From Thy clear pelesti&l height h • - ) 

Thy pine beaming radimice gi y Q# • f - 
Come, Thou Father oT thepoor, ,, , // 

Come with treasures wl^ich endure, 

Como, Thou light of ill that live 


OJLTMOUO urum 


19 


Thou, of all ?oneo}ers beat, 

Thou, the soul's delightful guest, 

Dost refreshing, peace bestow; 

Thou in toil art comfort sweet, 

Pleasant coolness in the heat, 

Solace in the midst of woe 

light immortal, Light divine, 

Visit Thou these hearts of thine, 

And our inmost being fill ; 

If Thou take Thy grace away. 

Nothing pure in man will Stay- 
All his good is turn’d to ill. 

Heal our wounds, our strength renew, } 
On our dryness pour Thy dew, 

Wash the stains of guilt away, 
Bend the stubborn heart and will, 

Melt the frozen, warm the chill, 

Guide the steps that go astray. 

Thou on those who evermore 
Thee confess and Thee adore, 

In Thy sevenfold gifts descend; 
Give them comfort when they die, 

Give them life with Thee on high. 

Give them joys which never end. 


14. iFeagt of 

Sing, my tongufrtbs Saviour’s glory 
Of Hiafieeh tho tayettey sing ; 

Of the blood, all pi^oe exceeding, 
Shed by our immortal king; 
Destin’d, for the worlds redemption 
From a noble w«ab fa.sprwg 
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Of a pure and spoiled Virgin ° . , 

Bom for ixs on earth below, 

He, as man with man conversing, 

Stay’d the seeds of truth to sow; 

Then He clos’d in solemn order 
Wondrously His life of woe. 

On the night of that last supper, 

Seated with His ohosen band, 

He, the Paschal victim eating, 

First fulfils the law’s command. 

Then, as food to all His brethren, 

Gives Himself with His own hand. 

Word made flesh, the bread of nature 
By His word to flesh He turns, 

Wine into His blood He changes : 

What though sense no change discema? 
Only be the heart in earnest, 

Faith her lesson quickly learns. * 

Down in adoration falling, 

Lo, the sacred Host we hail ; 

Lo, o’er ancient forms departing. 

Newer rites of grace prevail ; 

Faith for all defects supplying, 

Where the feeble senses fen. 

To the everlasting Father, 

And the Bon who reigns on high, 

With the Holy Ghost proceeding ; 

Forth from each etemallv, 

Be salvation, honour, blessing, r 

Might, and endless majesty. 
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15 . dTea#t of t&* fiHott $atxtV 

Scarf of 

Jesu, Creator of the world, 

Of all mankind Redeemer blest; 

True God of God, in whom we see 
The Father’s image clear express’d : 

Thee, Saviour, love alone constrain’d 
To make our mortal flesh Thine own ; 

And as a second Adam come, 

For the first Adam to atone. 

That selfsame love which made the sky, 
Which made the sea, the stars, an d earth 

Took pity on our misery, 

Ana broke the bondage of our birth. 

0 Jesu, in Thy heart divine 
May that same love for ever glow ; 

For ever mercy to mankind 
From that exhaustless fountain flow I 

For this Thy sacred heart was pierced. 

And both with blood and water ran ; 

To cleanse us from the stains of guilt, 

And be the hope and strength of man. 

To God the Father and the Son, 

All praise, and power, and glory be 

With Thee, 0 holy Paraclete, 

Both now and through eternity. 
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THE FEASTS OF PARTICULAR SAINTS* 


16 . Sail, fiola Sioscpil, ©ail. 

(St. Joseph, spouse of the Pleased Vfrgln Mary. 
Mareblfith.) 

Hail, holy Joseph, hail ! 

Chaste spouse of Mary, hail! 

Pure as the lily flower 
In Eden’s peaceful yak 

Hail, holy Joseph, hail 1 
Prince of the house of 0od! 

May His best graces be 
By thy sweet hands bestow'd. 

Hail, holy Joseph, hail! 

Belov’ a of angels, hail ! 

Cheer thou the hearts that faint, 

And guide the steps that fail 

Hail, holy Joseph, hail ! 

God’s choice wert thou atones 
To thee the Word made flesh 
Was subject as a Son.* 

0 Christ’s dear Mother, bless) 

And bless, ye Saints on high, 

All meek and simple souls 
That to Saint Joseph cry. 
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17. 5 ptatt M tjje ' «nnnnckrt(tm 

' '• ou : 

: f r- , (March aeth.^ .. . 

Wh^t mortal tongue can sing thy pratea 
DjBar mpther of the Lord? ' 

To angels only it belongs, 

Thy glory to record. , 

Say, Mary, what sweet force was that ;' 

Which from the Father’s breast 
Drew forth His co-etemal Son, 

To be thy bosom’s guest? 

’Twas not thy guileless faith alone 
That lifted thee so high ; 

Twas not thy pure seraphic love, 

Or peerless chastity 

But -oh I it was thy lowliness, 

Well pleasing to the Lord, 

That made thee worthy to become v 
The mother of tlie Word. 

0 loftiest, whose humility 
So sweet i$ was to see, 

Tllit Gted; fargetfhl 6f % t _ 

Abased HimselL to thee. 


J8. &t. 

(June 21st.} 

Dear Saint* who on thy natal day 
To Mary’s tender care was giypn, 
And did beneath her gentle swat 
Almost unshming pa& to heavh ‘ 
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Sweet flower which lov’d to bloom Ummown-. 
A Saint ’mid worldly pomp and pride ; 

Who at the footstep ot a throne 
Knew nought but Jesus crucified: 

Blest youth, who cast a crown away, 

To bo with Christ despised and poor 

Teach us to walk our humble way, 

Content, though little be our store 

May no repining fill our breast 
Amid the ills of poverty; 

Oh, make us feel that we are blest, 

To be thus poor with Christ and thee! 

Teach us like thee to shrink from sin. 

Like thee to love sweet purity ; 

That we from Mary’s heart may win 
The love she once bestowed on thee 

Thus safe beneath her gentle sway, 

Oh, may the grace to us be giVn, 

To pass from earth some happy day, 

And join thee in the courts of heav'n 


19. St. 8nnt, jHotJwt of tj&e 

a$. nr. jJHatj. 

(July 26th.) 

Spotless Anna, Juda’s glory, 

Through the Church from east to west 
Every tongue proclaims thy praises. 
Holy Mary’s mother blest ! 

Saintly kings and priestly sires 
Blended in thy sacred line ; 
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'I’hou in virtue all before thee 
Didst exeel by grace divine. 

Link'd in bonds of purest wedlock. 
Thine it was for us to bear, 

By the favour of high heaven, 

Onr immortal Virgin star. 

From thy stem in beauty budded 
Ancient Jesse’s mystic rod; 

Earth from thee received the mothe* 
Of the eternal Son of God. 

All the human race benighted , 

In the depths of darkness lay, 

When in Anne it saw the dawning 
Of the long-expected day. 


20. 4F*a$t of t&e 8*$umption of 
tit to. V. jfHarjn 

(August 15th.) 

See, to God's high temple above 
Mounts amid angel hymns of love, 

The mystical ark of grace : 

See aloft on victory’s throne, 

Blended in glory both Mother and Son, 
In one eternal embrace ! 


All the sorrows her bosom bore, 

All her pains and afflictions sore, 

At length supremely repaid ; — 

There she reigns on the cloudless height, 
Only less than the Lord of light, 

In hues immortal arrayed. 
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There she lives as a'fbu^at (rf grace* 

Ever flowing for Adam’s rape*, i, 

And still for ever to flow; 

There, while ages on ages vun,^ 

Sweetly, sweetly, she pleads with, he* Son 
Eor us her children below. 

Lady r than all the heavens more lugh, 
More than seraph in purity, 

A glance of pity incline ! 

Teach us to feel, teach us to knowy 
Teach us in life and death to shew 
What treasures of grace are thine. 


12 • 9^2 ©uarhtan SngeL 

(October 2nd.) 

Kind Angel guardian, thanks to thee . 
Eor thy so Watchful care of me ; 

Oh, lead me still in ways of truth, 

Dear guide of Childhood and of youth. 

Kind Angel guardian,, let my tears . 
Implore tnee top for riper years ; 

Oh, keep me safe in wisdom’s way, 

And bring me back if I should stray. , 

.When angry passions fill my soul* 

Subdue them to thy meek control; . 
Through good and ill, oh, ever be A 
A guide, a guard, a friend to me. 

And when death s hand shall seal min® eyes, 
,Oh, hear my spirit to the skies, 

And teach iUe there my voioe In raise* 

In hymns erf never-ending praise- * 
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22. £aint Wcttstti. 

(October 13th.) 

Sweet Saint, in thy young childhood’s day 
The thought was in thy infant head* 

That it Ve*e sweet to die for Christ, 

And for the faith thy blood to shed. 

But God decreed thee not to fall 
By sword of Paynim, Turk, or Moor; 

A living death of martyrdom 
His love reserv’d thee to endure. 

Thy youthfitl follies oft deplor’d 

To us have made thee still more dear; 

Since we in them have come to know 
Thy candour and thy truth sincere. 

For when thy Lord, with sweet reproof, 
Had made to thee thine errors Known, 

At onoe thy hank and loving heart 
Was wholly kept for Him alone. 

Oh, what a strange instructive scene 
Thy life thenceforth began to be ! 

Now suffering dread unheard-of pftin, 

Now lost in wondrous ecstacy. 

Now contemplating things divine, 

Beyopd the power of man to tell; 

Now m appalling vision plung’d. 

Amid the hopeless cries of hell. 

0 sweet Teresa, now at last,, 

Thy labours o’er and heaven won, 

Thou lovest God without restraint, 

And shinesjj blighter than the sjan. 
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Ah, then, from thyjair thrpne above 
Obtain for us thy children here, . L 
To imitate thy childhood’s love, 

In after life to persevere. 

23 . of tie Immaculate 

Conception of tie 3$. V* flJarn, 

(December 8th.) 

Hail, Mary, only sinless child 
Of guilty Adam’s fallen race ; 

Conceiv'd all pure and undefil’d, 

Through thy dear Lord’s preventing graee 
He would not have the blight of sin 
A moment rest thy soul upon ; 

For pure without, and pure within, 

Must l?e the Mother of His Son. 

No haughty fiend might boast that he 
One paoment held thee in his snare, 

Who of the dread Divinity 
Wert destin’d for the Temple fair 
So thou wert sinless in thv birth, 

And sinless after as before ; 

The only creature of this earth 
Whom sin ne’er cast its shadow o’er. 

O sweetest lily ! all untom, 

Though nurs’d the thorns of earth among, 
To thee we sigh, to thee we mourn, 

To thee we lift our suppliant song. 

From Satan’s snare preserve us free, 

And keep us safe from earthly stain. 

That in this world we pure may be, 

And ip the next may see thee reign. 
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24t» 2ta iEbentng fipmw to tj)f 
ITfrgfn, 


•As the dewy shades of even 
Gather o’er the balmy air, 
listen, gentle Queen of Heaven, 

Listen to my vesper prayer 
tloly Mother, near me hover, 

Free my thoughts from aught defil’d; 
With thy wings of mercy cover, 

Safe from harm, thy helpless child. 

Thine own sinless heart was broken, 
Sorrow’s sword had pierc’d it through; 
Give, oh, give me some sweet token 
Of thy tender love so true. 

Queen Of sorrows, guard and japiide me, 
Let me to thine atms repair; 
in thy tender bosom hide me, 

Mary, take me to thy care, 
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25. » J&sifcn to tj>$ t 

Siegel) Uirgtn. 

Maiden Mother, meek and mijd, 
Take, oh, take me for thy child. j 1 ' 
All my life, oh let it he 
My best joy to think of thee. - f 

When my eyes are clos’d in sleep 
Through the night my slnmberskeep, 
Make mv latest thought to be 
How to love thy Son and thee. 

Teach me when the sunbeam bright 
Calls me with its golden light, 

How my waking thoughts may be . 
Turn’d to Jesus and to thee. 

And, oh, teach me through the day 
Oft to raise my heart and say, 
“Maiden Mother, meek and mild, 
Guard, oh, guard thy little child !” 

Thus, sweet Mother, day and night 
Thou shalt guide my steps aright; 
And my dying words shall he, 

“Virgin Mother, pray for me !” 


26 . &tat of 

Star of Jacob, ever beaming ^ 
With a radiance all divine, . . 
Mid the stars of highest heaven 
Glows no purer ray than thine i 
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All in stoles of snowy whiteness, 
Unto thee the angels sing; 

Unto thee the virgin choirs, — 
Mother of th’ eternal King ! 

Joyful in thy path they scatter 
Boses white and lilies fair; 

Yet with thy celestial beauly 
Rose nor lily may compare. 

Oh, mat this low earth of ours, 
Answ’ring to th’ angelic strain, 

With thy praises might re echo, 
Till the heav’ns replied jtgain. 


27 . Star of ®cean. 

Hail, thou Star of Ocean, 
Portal of the sky, 

Ever Virgin Mother 
Of the lord most high! 

Oh, by Gabriel’s Ave, 

Utter’d long ago, 

Eva’s name reversing, 
’Stablish peace below. 

Break the captive’s fetters, 
Light on darkness pour; 

All our ills expelling, 

Every bliss implore. 

Show thyself a mother. 

Offer Him our sighs; 

Who for us incarnate 
Did not thee despise. 
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Virgin of all virgins, 

To thy shelter take us; 

Gentlest of the gentle, 

Chaste and gentle make us. 

Still as on we journey, 

Help our weak endeavour; 

Till with thee and Jesus 
We rejoice for ever. 

Through the highest heaven, 
To the all-holv Three, 

Father, Son, and Spirit, 

One same glory be. 


28 . CKratltube for t&e min 
l&nofolehge of 

Among the gifts thy hands bestow 
Each day and hour on me, 

*Tis not the least, 0 Lord, to know 
That they all come from Thee 

How joyfully each day I ought 
# Thy precepts to fulfil, 

Since I have been so early taught 
To do thy gracious will ! 

I cannot tell thee what my heart 
Would have me say to thee, 

For having taught me what Thou art, 
And what I ought to be. 
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O Saviour blest and God ador'd. 
Still keep me in Thy fear ; 

And in my teachers’ words, 0 1/ord, 
May I Thy voice revere. 


29. “> *&« ® O0l) 

Loving Shepherd of Thy sheep, 

Keep Thy lamb, in safety keep : 
Nothing can Thy power withstand, 
None can pluck me from Thy hand 

Loving Shepherd, Thou didst give 
Thine own life that I might live ; 
May I love Thee day by day, 

Gladly Thy sweet will obey. 

Loving Shepherd, ever near, 

Teach Thy lamb Thy voice to hear; 
Suffer not pay steps to stray 
From the straight and narrow way. 

Where Thou deadest may I go, 
Walking in Thy steps below ; 

Then before Thy Father’s throne, 
Jesu, claim me for Thine own. 


30. «t*n 8 of t$e of 3«*u*. 

By the word to Mary giv’n, 

By Thy first descent from heay’n, 

By Thine infant form so fair, 
Trembling in the midnight air, — 
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Chords. 

Babe of Bethlehem, hear oar cry ! 

Thou wert helpless once as ^e; 
Hear the loving Litany 
We, Thy children, sing to Thee 
By Thy poor and lowly lot, 

By the manger and the grot, 

By Thv little feet and hands, 

Folded fast in swaddling bands, 

Babe of Bethlehem, &c. 


By the w 
By the gi 
Gold and 
Laid in h 
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By St. Joseph’s thoughts amaz’d* 
When he first upon Thee gaz’d, 

And his Lord and Maker saw 
Laid upon a bed of straw, — 

Babe of Bethlehem, &c. 

And oh, more than all the rest, 

By the joy of Mary’s breast 
When she, kneeling, first ador’d 
Thee, her child and yet her Lord,— 
Babe of Bethlehem, &c. 


31 # Utang of tje ©JilD&ooD 
of 

By the name which Thou didst take. 
Suffering early for our sake ; 

Name ador’d on bended knee, 

Name of grace and majesty, — 

Ohortu. 

Child of Mary, hear our cry! 

Thou wert little once as we; 
Hear the loving Litany 
We, Thy children, sing to Thee 

By the joy of Simeon blest, 

When he clasp’d Thee to his breast: 
By the widow’d Anna’s song, 

Pour’d amid the wondering throng*-** 

Child of Mary, A* . 
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By Thine angel bidden flight 
Into Egypt in the night; 



By Thy home at Herod s death 
In despised Nazareth, — 

Chiid of Mary, &o. 
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By Thy tender mdther’s fears* 

By her many sighs and tears, 

As she sought Thee night and day, 
Turning back upon her way, — 

Child of Mary, &c. 

By her wond’ring love and awe, 

In the temple when she Saw 
Thee, her child, so young and fair, 
Wiser then the wisest there, — 

Child of Mary, &c. 

32 . Siitans of t&e $a»len of 

By the hlood that flow’d from Thee 
In Thy bitter agony, 

By the scourge so meekly bdMe,. 

By Thy purple robe of scorn,— 

Chorus. 

Jesu, Saviour, hear our cty ! 

Thou wett suffering oiice as we ; 
Sear the loving Litany 
We, Thy children, sitig to Thee 

By the thorns that crown’d Thy head, 
By Thy sceptfe of a reed, 

By Thy footstep faint and slow, 
Weigh’d beneath Thy cross of woe,— 
Jesu, Saviour, <fcc. 

By the nails and pointed spear, 

By Thy people’s cruel jeer, 

By Thy dying prayer which road 
Begging mercy for Thy foes,— 

Jesu, Saviour, &o. 
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By the darkness thick as night, 
Blotting out the sun from sight; 

By the cry with which in death 
Thou didst yield Thy parting breath,— * 
Jesu, Saviour, &c. 

By Thy weeping mother’s woe, 

By the sword that pierc’d her through, 
"When in anguish standing by, 

On the cross she saw Thee die,—™ 

Jesu, Saviour* &c. 
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of 

By the first bright E aster-day, 
When the stone was rolled away; 


By the glory round Thee shed 
At Thy rising from the dead, — 

Chorus , 

King of glory, hear our cry! 

Make us soon Thy joys to see; 
Hear the loving Litany 
We, Thy children, sing to Thee 
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By 'Thy mother's fond embrace. 

By her joy to see Thy face, 

When, all bright in radiant bloom, 
Thee she welcom’d from the tomb, — • 
King of glory, 

By the joy of Magdalen, 

When she saw Thee once again, 
And entranc’d in rapture sweet. 
Knelt to kiss Thy sacred feet,— 
King of glory, &c. 

By their joy who greeted Thee 
'Mid the hills of Galilee ; 

By Thy keys of might divine, 

Vested in St. Peters line,— 

King of glory, &c 

By Thy parting blessing giv’n 
As Thou didst ascend to heaVn ; 

By the cloud of living light 
That receiv’d Thee out of sight, — 
King of glory, &c. 


34 . iftag C$u*t Be praCswtt. 

When morning gilds the skies, 

My heart awaking cries, 

May Jesus Christ be prais’d! 
Alike at work and prayer. 

To Jesus I repair ; 

May Jesus Christ be prais'd 
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The sacred minster hell. 

It peals o’er hill and deB * 

May, &c. 

Oh, hark to what it sings, 

As joyously it rings, 

May, &c. 

When you begin the day, 

Oh, never fail to say, 

May, &c. 

And at your work rejoice 
To sing with heart and voice, 
May, &c. 

Be this at meals your grace, 

In every time and place, 

May, &c. 

Be this, when day is past, 

Of all your thoughts the*last, 
May, &c. 

To God the Word on high 
The hosts of angels cry, 

May, &c. 

Let children too upraise 
Their voice in hymns of praise ; 
May, &c. 

Let earth’s wide circle round 
In joyful notes resound: 

May, &c. 

Let air and sea fend sky 
Through depth and height reply* 
May Jesus Christ be prais’d! 
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35. Bibine <&me. 

0 Jesu, my beloved King, 

I give all thanks to Thee, 

Who by Thy cross hast merited 
Celestial grace for me. 

In Adam rais'd to dignities 
Transcendent and divine ; 

In Adam fallen from the bliss 
That once in him was mine. — 

That grace to which my native strength 
Could never have attain’d, 

That grace, 0 my Incarnate God, 

In Thee I have regain’d. 

O gift of love ! 0 gift immense ! 
Surpassing nature’s law; 

What force to will and to perform 
From this pure fount I draw. 

By this hoW many passing acts, 

Which else haa been in vain, 

Endued with meritorious power 
A prize eternal gain ! 

By this to me is open’d wide, 

Through death’s inviting door, 

A brighter world, a nobler realm 
Than Adam lost of yore. 

0 Jesu ! on whose grace alone 
I by Thy grace depend, 

Grant me the grace to persevere 
In grace unto the end. 
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36. of fi&txtr). 

Mother of Mercy, day by day 
My love of thee grows more and more 

Thy gifts are strewn upon my way, 

, like sands upon the great sea-shore 

Though poverty and work and woe 
The masters of my life may be; 

In darkest hours, who does not know 
That all is light with love of thee? 

Ah, little know they of thy worth 
Who would thy love deny to me ; 

For what did Jesus love on earth 
One-half so tenderly as thee ? 

Ob, gain me grace to love thee more ; 

Thy Son will give if thou wilt plead : 

And, Mother, when life’s cares are o’er, 

Oh, I shall love thee then indeed. 

My Lord, when His three hours were run. 
Bequeath’d thee from the cross to me; 

And oh, how can I love thy Son, 

Sweet Mother, if I love not thee? 


3?. dFa(ti) of our dTatfctr*. 

Faith of our fathers ! living still, 

In spite of dungeon, fire, or sword; 
Oh, bow our hearts beat high with joy 
Whene’er we hear that glorious word! 
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Chorut. 

Faith of our fathers ! holy faith! 

We will be true to thee till death. 

Our fathers chain’d in prisons darK, 

Were still in heart and conscience free , 

How sweet would be their children’s fate, 
If they like them could die for thee ! 
Faith of our Fathers !*&c. 

Faith of our fathers ! Mary’s prayers 
Shall win our country back to thee, 

And through the truth that comes from God, 
Oh, then indeed shall we be free. 

Faith of our Fathers! &c. 

Faith of our Fathers ! we will love 
Both friend and foe in all our strife, 

And preach thee too, as love knows how, 
By kindly words and virtuous life. 

Faith of our Fathers! &c. 

Faith of our Fathers ! guile and force 
To do thee bitter wrong unite ; 

But England’s saints shall fight for us, 
And bring us back thy blessed light 
Faith of our Fathers ! &c. 


dFattf) of our Jfatfjtr*. 

(For Ireland .) 

Faith of our fathers ! living still, 

In spite of dungeon, fire, and sword ; 
Oh, Ireland’s hearts beat high with joy 
Whene’er they hear that glorious wotd. 
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Chorus. 

Faith of our fathers 1 holy Faith! 
We will be true to thee till death ! 

Our fathers chain’d in prisons dark, 

Were still in heart and conscience free; 

How sweet would be their children’s fats, 
If they like them could die for thee 1 
Faith of our Fathers, &c. 

Faith of our Fathers! Mary's prayers 
Shall keep our country fast to thee; 

And through the truth that comes from God, 
Oh, wo shall prosper and he free. 

Faith of 'our Fathers! &c. 

Faith of Our Fathers ! we will love 
Both friend and foe in ail our strife; 

And preach thee too as love knows how. 

By kindly words and virtuous life 
Faith of our Fathers !&c. 

Faith of our Fathers ! guile and force 
To do thee bitter wrong unite j 

But Erin’s saints shall fight for us, 

And keep undimm’d thy blessed light 
Faith of our Fathers! &o. 


38 . frit dfarefotll. 

(A Hymn on Death.) 

Come, my soul, and let us dwell 
On each ling’ ring last farewell. 
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Which at no far distant day 
Thou perforce wilt have to pay 
To whatever here below 
Shall have made thy joy or woe. 

Fare ye well — I hear thee sigh — 
Fare ye well, 0 earth and sky ! 
Morning’s golden-tissued ray, 
Changing hours of night and day, 
Wood and valley, sea and shore, 

' I may see your face no more ! 

Fare ye well, affections vain. 

Full of pleasure, full of pain; 

Home and friends and kindred dear. 
All that was my comfort here ; 

My poor eyes are closing fast, 

Now I look on you my last. 

Dimmer, dimmer grows the light ! 
Now ’tis thick descending night ! 

Qh, when next again I see,* 

What a sight awaiteth me J 
Speechless standing, all alone, 

Bight before the judgment thrpne 


39. before t Sfmage 

of 

Holy Queen, we bend before thee, 
Queen of purity divine ; 

Make us love thee, we implore thee ; 
Make us truly to be thine 
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Unto thee a Child was given, 

Greater than the sons of men ; 

Coming down from highest heaven. 

To create the world again. 

Thou by faith the gates unfolding 
Of the kingdom in the skies. 

Hast to us, by faith beholding, 

Shewn the land of Paradise. 

Thou, when deepest night infernal 
Had for ages shrouded man, 

Gavest us that light eternal 
Promis’d when the world began 

Teach, oh teach us, holy Mother, 
How to conquer every sin, 

How to love and help each other, 
How the prize of fife to win. 

Teach ns how all earthly pleasures. 
All the world’s enchanting bloom. 

Are outrivall’d by the treasures 
Of the glorious world to come. 

Oh, by that Almighty Maker, 

Whom thyself a virgin bore ; 

Oh, by thy supreme Creator, 

Link’d with thee for evermore,— 

By the hope thy name inspires, 

By our doom revers’d through the* 

Bring us, Queen of angel choirs, 

To a blest eternity 
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40 . Sftrine ffroftftence. 

Behold the lilies of the field, 

They neither toil nor sow; 

Yet God doth all things needful yield, 
That they may bud and blow. 

Not Solomon in glory shone 
Like one of these poor flowers, 

That look to God, and God alone, 

For sunshine and for showers. 

And does His mercy value less 
The offspring of His grace ? 

And will a Father’s love not bless 
The child that seeks His face? 

Oh, then away with fear and care' 

For all that may betide : 

And turn to God in trustful prayer, 
And in His love confide. 

He is our Father and He knows 
His earthly children’s need ; 

On all our daily wants and woes 
He looks with careful heed. 


41 . e'er mp f)«art in riper peat*. 

If e’er my heart in riper years 
Sfiall beat with anguish, grief, or fears, 
My Jesus He will hear each moan. 

And gently say, “Thou’rfc not alcre.” 
Though fled were every earthly friend 
On whom I might or could depend • > 

D 
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Though left by all, to alluh%hewn, J)' 
He still will say, “Thou’rt not alone ” 

Though cherish’d ones around me die, 
An<^ sever’d be each earthly tie ; 

I still may seek my Saviour’s throne* 

And hear Him say, “Thou’rt not alone.** 

So too when all my years are past, 

And life her race , hath run at last, . 

My God, Thou wilt not me disown, 

To whom Thou saidst, “Thou’rt not alone.* 1 


42 . &8«ttn to Sfdus* tn t$t 
Sacrament. 

O Jesu, it were surely sweet 
To sit and listen at Thy feet, 

With those who in Thy life drew near 
Thy words of wondrous grace to hear. 

And it were sweet to walk with Thee ; 
Along the shores of Galilee ; 

Or, safe embark’d in Peter’s boat, 

O er its blue waves with Thee to float 

Y^t sweeter far ft » to pray v . ’ 

Before Thine altar night find day. 

And feel the love Wniehbids Thee lie ■ 
Thua wfaiitin holiest mystery. ’ 

Yes; Jesus 1 Thou art hidden thus 
Oq this poor earth for love of us; . 
And ydt upon Thine altar-throne, 

Too oft We' le&ve Thee all alone. 
a 
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Ah, since it is Thy chief delimit 
To dwell with us both day and night. 
Sweet Jesus make it ours to be 
Both night and day to stay with Thee. 


43# Sfimu of ®l)an&* 2 fotn 2 ’/ 
after ©ommunum. 

What happiness can equal mine ? 

I’ve found the object of my love; 

My Saviour and my Lord divine 
Is come to me from heav’n above. 

He makes my heart His own abode. 

His flesh becomes my daily bread - 
He pours on me His healing blood, ; 
And with His life my soul is fed. 

My love is mine, and I am His ; 

In me He dwells, in Him I live: 

Where coiild I taste a purer bliss? 1 
What greater boon could Jesus give! 

0 royal banquet! heav’nly feast l 
0 flowing fount of life and grace) i 
Where Hod the Giver, man the gxxesfc, v !T 
Meet and unite in sweet embrace. 

Dear Jesus, now my -heart is Thine, 

Oh, mm it never from Thee % ; * > 

My God, be Thou for ever mine, * ' 
And I Thine own eternally. 

No more, 1 G Satan, thee I fear 1 . > 

0 world, thy charms I now despise* 

For Christ himself is with me here* 

My joy, my life, my paradise* 
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44. ft»nm of CfyatifedgiWhg 

after Commumon. 

(»•) 

Ah ! what is this enchanting calm 
Which thus with peace my bosom fills, 
Which o er my spirit pours a balm, 

And through my inmost being thrills? 

Is there some seraph hither sent, 
Diffusing sweetness from his wings, 

To steep my bosom in content 
Unknown, unfelt, from earthly things? 

No ! something purer far must dwell 
Within this raptured soul of mine ; 

TCis what no mortal tongue can tell, 

Tis more than heavenly, ’tis divine 

My God! my Jesus ! it is Thou 
Art ravishing my heart with bliss; 

Thy presence is within me now : . 

Ah ! could I ask a boon like this? 

Yes! stooping from Thy throne above. 
Thou wilt not dwell from man apart ; 
Thy dearest home becomes, through love. 
The tabernacle of my heart. 

... I 

45, ffcmn to t|>e 8U**et* 

gacrament. 

Jesus ! my Lord, my God, my all ! 

How can I love Thee as I ought? 

And how revere this wondrous gift 
So far surpassing hope or thought? 

Dz'. Google 
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Sweet Sacrament! we thee adore) 

Oh, make us love thee more and morel 

Had I but Mary’s sinless heart 
To love Thee with, my dearest King, 

Oh, with what bursts of fervent praise 
Tly goodness, Jesus, would I sing 
Sweet Sacrament, &c. 

Oh, see ! within a creature’s hand 
The vast Creator deigns to be, 

Reposing infant-like, as though 
On Joseph’s arm, or Mary's knee. 

Sweet Sacrament, &c. 

Thy Body, Soul, and Godhead, all ! 

Oh, mystery of love divine ! 

I cannot compass all I have ; 

For all Thou hast and art are mine ! 
Sweet Sacrament, &c. 

He comes! He comes! the Lord of Hosts, 
Borne on His throne triumphantly ! 

We see Thee, and we know Thee, Lord; 
And yearn to shed our blood for Thee 
Sweet Sacrament, &c. 


46 . Start to true JSobg. 

Hail to Thee, true Body, sprung 
From the Virgin Mary’s womb ; 

The same that on the Cross was hung, 
And bore for man the bitter doom. 
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Thou whose side was pierc'd a$d flow’d, 
• chcm Both with water and with bipod; 
Suffer us to taste of Thee, 

In. our life’s last agony. 1 • 5 

H) kind, 0 loving One, • ■ * 

0 sweet Jesu, Mary’s Son I 


47. f&m. 

To Christ, the Prince of Peace; 

And Son of > Goa most high, , 

The Father of the world to came* 

Sing we with holy joy. 

Deep in His Heart for us 
The wound of love He bore , . 

That love, which still He kindles in , ) 

The hearts that Him adore. 

O Jesu! Victim, blest! 

What else but love divine 
Could Thee constrain to open thus 
That sacred Heart of Thine? 

O Fount of endless life ! ' ■ 

, Q. Spring of waters clear ! 

6 Flame celestial, cleansing all 
Who unto Thee draw near ! : 

Hide me in Thy dear Heart, 

For thither do I fly ; 

Thera sep£ Thy grace through bfo m death 
Thine immortality. 

Praise to the Father be, 

Praise to His only Son ; 

! Prafeef to the blessed Paraclete, 

~ While eridleBs ages 



oftmun mnns. 
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•i /A. 

God of mercy let us run 
Where yon fount of sorrow ffytil- 1 , : } 
Pondering sweetly one by one, - ’ i:l 
Jesu’s wounds and Mary’s woes. * 

Ah ! those tears our Lady shed, / , ^ , j’ 
Enough to drown a world of sin ;’/ 
Tears that Jesu’s sorrows fed. 

Peace and pardon well may wift, ; • 

His five wounds a very home ‘ . 

For our praydrs and praises prove; > 
An d our, Lady’s woes become , j - 
Endless joys in Heayen aboyq. 

Jesu, who for us didst die, 

All on Thee our love we ponr ; 

• And in the Holy Trinity . . 

Worship Thee for evermore. 

4 9. %smn to tfje ©mum* JSIttto. 

Hail, Jesus ! hail ! who for my saie 
Sweet Blood from Mary’s veins didst take, 
And shed it all for me; ■ 

Oh, blessed be my Saviour’s Bleod, A 
My life, my light, my* only good, 

To all eternity. 

To endless ages let us praise 
The Precious Blood whose prioe oeuld raise 
The world from wrath and sin; i 
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Whose streams oar inward thirst appease, 
And heal the sinner's worst disease, 

If he but bathe therein. 

Oh, to be sprinkled from the wells 
Of Christ’s own sacred Blood excels 
Earth’s best and highest bliss: 

S ie ministers of wrath divine 
art not the happy hearts that shine 
With those red drops of His. 

Ah, there is joy amid the Saints, 

And hell’s despairing courage faints, 
When this sweet song we raise : 

Oh, louder then, and louder still, 

Earth with one mighty chorus fill, 

The Precious Blood to praise ! 


50 . St»g. 8* &ngtt SanlW. 

Sing, sing, ye Angel bands, 

All beautiful and bright; 

For higher still, and higher, 
Through the vast fields of light, 

. ; Mary, your Queen ascends, 

Like the sweet moon at night. 

.0 i A fairer flower than she 

On earth hath never been ; 

And; save the throne of God, 

Your heav’ns have never seen 

A wonder half so bright 
As your ascending Queen. 

O happy Angels ! look, 

How beautiful she is l * 
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See! Jesus bears her up, 

Her hand is look’d in Hit; 
Oh, who can tell the height 
Of that fair Mother-sblias , 
And shall I lose thee, then, 
Lose my sweet right to thee 
Ah, no ! — the Angel’s Queen 
Man’s mother still will be. 
And thou, upon thy throne, 
Will keep thy love for me 


51. jWotijer of aiintgjtp 

Mother of Almighty God, 
Suppliant at thy feet we pray; 
Shelter us from Satan’s fraud, 

Safe beneath thy wing this day. 
’Twas by reason of our fall, 

In our first forefather’s crime, 
That the mighty Lord of all 
Rais’d thee to thy rank sublime. 
Oh, then upon Adam’s race 
Look thou with a pitying eye; 
And entreat of Jesu’s grace. 

Till he lay his anger by. 
Honour, virtue, glory, merit, 

■ Be to Thee, 0 Virgin’s Son , 
With the Father and the Spirit, 
While eternal ages run. 

52. Sdp of ©fjruittanfi. 

Mother of our Lord and Saviour, 

First in beauty as in power. 
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Glory of .fee- 

Bq^lglp-ui trouble’* hour. 

Though ihe gates of Hell against us, 
With profoun&est toy rage ; 

Though the ancient foe assault us, 

Ana his fieroest battle wage. 

Nought can hurt the pure in sphdt, 
Who upon thine aid rely ; 

At thy hand seoure of gaining 
Strength and mercy from on high 
Through the everlasting ages, 

• Blessed Trinity, to Thee, ; €, 

Father; Son, and Holy Spirit* - 
; Praise and endless glory be 

58 . Stabat fHafrr. 

At the Cross her station beeping, 

Stood the mournM mother weeping, 
Close to Jesus to the last. 

'Through her heart, His sorrow sharing. 
All His bitter anguish hearing, i 
Now at length the sword had pass'd. 
Oh, how gad and sore distress'd - 
Was that Mother, highly blest 
Of the sole begotten One ! 

Christ above in torment hangs ; 

She beneath beholds the pangs 
Of hetfttylng glorious Son. 

Is there one who would not weep, 
Whelihed in miseries so deep, 

. Obiistfs dear Mother to behold? . 

Can tbs human heart refrain 
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j*tttatoi$rin he* pain, t £.. £ 

In that Mother’s painuntold? 

Bruised, derided, cursed, defiled, / 

She beheld her tender Child 
All with bloody scourges- rent r . 

For the sin* of His own nation, •, 

Saw Him hang in desolation, 

Till His Spirit forth He sent. 

0 thou Mother ! fount of love <, 
Touch' my spirit from above, 

Make my heart with thine aocord 5 
Make me feel as thou hast felt; 

Make my soul to glow and melt 
With the Ibve of Christ my Lord. 

Holy Mother ! pieroe me through ; 

In my heart each wound renew 
Of my Saviour crucified ; 

Let me share with thee His pain, 

’Who for all my sins was slain, 

Who for me in torments died. 

Let me mingle tears with thee, 
Mourning Him who moum’d for me. 

All the day? that I may live : 

By the Cross with thee to stay ; 

There with thee to weep and pray ; 

Is all I ask df thee to give. 

Virgin of all virgins best ! 

Listen to my fond request: 

Let me share thy grief divine; 

Let me, tp my latest breath, 

In my body bear the death 

Of that dying Son of thine.’ 
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54. ftgnm to t$i S&>m Scbur* 
of t&e ittaMett 'Firjto. 

What a' sea of bitter sorrows 
Did the soul of Mary toss; 

To and fro upon its billows, 

While she wept her bitter loss, 

In her arms her Jesus holding, 

Tom but newly from the Cross ! 

0 that mournful Virgin Mother! 

See her tears bow fast they flow 
Down upon His mangled body 
Wounded side, and thorny brow; ' 
While His hands and feet she kisses— 
Picture of immortal tfoe ! 

Oft and oft His arms and bosom 
Fondly straining to her own; 

Oft her pallid lips imprinting 
On each wound of her dear Son ; 

Till at last in swoons of anguish. 

Sense and consciousness are gone. 
Gentle Mother, we beseech thee. 

By thy tears and troubles sore ; 

By the death of thy dear Offspring; 

By the bloody wounds He bore ; 
Touch our hearts with that true sorrow 
Which afflicted thee of yore 
To the Father everlasting, 

And the Son, who reigns on high, 
With the coetemal Spirit, 

Trinity in Unity, 

Be salvation, honour, blessing, 

Now and through eternity. 
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65. ffiwntt of £>t dFranefe f afctm 

My God, I love Thee, not because 
I hope for Heaven thereby; 

Nor because they who love Thee not, 
Must burn eternally. 

Thou, 0 my Jesus, Thou didst mo 
Upon the Cross embrace ; 

For me didst bear the nails and spear, T . 
And manifold disgrace ; 

And griefs and torments numberless. 

And sweat of agony ; ; 

E’en death itself — and all for one 
Who was Thine enemy. 

Then why, O blessed Jesus Christ! 

• Should I not love Thee well ? 

Not for the sake of winning Heaven, 

Or of escaping Hell ; 

Not with the hope of gaining aught; 

Not seeking a reward ; 

But, as Thyself hast loved me, ; 

O ever-loving Lord. 

E’en so I love Thee, and will love, 

And in Thy Praise will sing; 

Solely because Thou art my God, 

And my eternal King. 

66. ftemn for tf)e JHontf> of JHaj. : 

Green are the leaves, and sweet the flowery 
And rich the hues of May ; 

We see them in the gardens round, \ 
And market-paniers gay; sr. T 
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And e’en among our streets and Ian*i. , 
And alleys, we descry, 

By fitful gleams, the fair sunshine, 

The blue transparent sky. 

Chorus. 

0 Mother-maid, be thou our aid, 

Now in the opening year; 

Lest sights of earth to sin give birth, 

And bring the tempter near. 

Green is the grass, but wait awhile; 

’Twill grow, and then- will wither; 

The flowrets, brightly as they smile, . 

Shall perish altogether : 

The merry sun, you sure would say, 

It ne’er could set in gloom ; 

But earth’s best joys have all an end, 

And sin a heavy doom. 

t . Y . ' ' 

Chorus . 

But; Mother-maid, thou dost not fade ; 

With stars above thy brow, 

And the pale moon beneath thy feet 
For ever throned art thou. 

The green green grass, the gliixering grove, 
The heaven’s majestic dome, 

They image forth a tenderer bawer, , j *, 
A^more refulgent home; ' * * ' ' 

They^ us of that naradise * 

Of everlasting rest, 

And that high Tree, ail flowers ahd fruit. 

The sweetest yet the best. 
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0 Mary pure and beautiful, 

Thou art the Queen of May ; 
Our garlands wear about tby hair, 
And they will ne’er decay. 


57 • of peahen* 

Hail, Queen of HeaVn, the ocean Star, 
Guide of the wand’rer here below 1 
Thrown on life’s surge we claim thy care, 
Save us from peril and from woe. 

Mother of Christ, Star of the sea, 

Pray for the wanderer, pray for me 

0 gentle, chaste, and spotless Maid, 

we sinners make our prayers through thee 
Remind thy Son that He has paid 

The price of our iniquity. ; 

Virgin most pure, Star of the sea, 

Pray for the sinner, pray for me. 

Sojourners in this vale of tears, 

To thee, blest Advocate, we cry, 

Pity our sorrows, calm our fears, 

And soothe with hope our misery. 

Refuge in grief, Star of the sea, 

Pray for the mourner, pray for me. 

And while to Him who reigns above, 

In Godhead One, in Persons Three, 

The source of life, of grace, of love, • • * 
Homage we pay on bended knee ; 

Do thou> bright Queen, Star of the sea. 
Pray for thy children, pray for me 

Digitized by G00gle 



64 


CATHOLIC HXlBfS. 


58. Tent Creator. 

Come, 0 Creator Spirit blest ! 1 

And in our souls take up! Thy rest ; 

Come, with Thy; grace and heav’nly aid. 

To fill the hearts which Than hjtst made 

Great: Paraclete! to Thee we cry: 

O highest gift of God most high ! 

O fount of life ! Ofire of love ! • 

And sweet Anointing from above ? ' - 

Thou in thy sevenfold gifts art known ; 
Thee Finger of God's hand we own ; 

The premise of the Father Thou ! 

Who dost the tongue with pow’r endow. 

Kindle our senses from above, * 

And make our hearts o’erflow with lOve ; 
With patience firm, and virtue high, . ’ 
The weakness of our flesh supply , 

Far from us drive the foe we 'dread. 

And grant us Thy true peace instead ? 

So shall we not, with Thee for guide, w . n 
Turn from the path of life aside. ■ ‘ 

Ob, may THy grace on us bestow, * c . " ,, 
The Father and the Son to know ; ^ 

And Thee through endless times confess'd 
Of both, th’ eternal Spirit blest. 

All glory while the ages run . . ^ 

Be to the Father and the Son * , 

Wno rose from death ; the same to Thee^.., 
O Holy Ghost eternally. 
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